THE DESPAIRING LOYEE.

FROM THE

TWENTY-THIRD IDYLLIUM OF THEOCRITUS.

WITH inauspicious love, a wretched swain
Pursued the fairest nymph of all the plain ;
Fairest indeed, but prouder far than fair,
She plunged him hopeless in a deep despair:
Her heavenly form too haughtily she prized,        5
His person hated,, and his gifts despised;
Nor knew the force of Cupid's cruel darts*
Nor feared his awful power on human hearts ;
But either from her hopeless lover fled,
Or with disdainful glances shot him dead.             I o

No kiss, no look, to cheer the drooping boy,
No   word   she   spoke,   she   scorned   even   to

deny;

But, as a hunted panther casts about
Her glaring eyes, and pricks her listening ears to

scout;

So she, to shun his toils, her cares employed,      15
And fiercely in her savage freedom joyed.
Her mouth she writhed, her forehead taught to

frown,
Her eyes to sparkle fires to love unknown;